The Choice

beloved Master/' he exclaimed, " what am I
that you should give me so much honour?
It is your own generous heart; not my
desert."

His voice faltered. There was deep silence
within the room; but he could hear the plash-
ing of the fountain in the courtyard below, and
the shrill cry of a child in the street beyond.

Then,, in an instant, the shriek of the child
brought back the scene of yester morning;
and toe unquiet presence of the harsh-tongued
Scotsman seemed suddenly projected into the
calm of the Cavalli Palace. Even in the glow-
ing sunshine, David felt a peculiar shrinking,
an unaccountable dread.

The noise in the street died away; within
the room the silence deepened; and in this
silence it seemed as if a door opened into regions
of darkness and misery, of suffering bodies and
imprisoned spirits.

Cavalli, reading his thoughts, put them for
him into words.

"El make you my heir/' he said, " if I
rely upon you to continue my work after I
leave this world, it means you must dwell
as I have done in Padua. You muse, per-
adventure, on a return to Scotland; but verily
there are bounds to what one soul caged in flesh
and blood can hope to accomplish. To carry
the torch to Scotland would be work for a life-
time. You could not achieve victory among
your awn countrymen with half your mind in